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than a few hours in a foreign port, I sought out the
British Consul to' make myself known to him*
The advantage of this is twofold* If I were un-
fortunate enough to get into trouble of any kind he
would know who I was, .where I had come from,
and where I was going ; and secondly, he was in a
position to tell me what to see, and how to set about
it. The Consul had his office at the far end of the
boulevard, which was a very long one* He was
gracious and most helpful, telling me all that I
wished to know, even down to where I could get good
food, inexpensively, and the form of entertainment
most likely to appeal* "Wise is he who knows his
own Consul/' This should be printed on all
passports*
The Consul strongly advised me to visit the
bazaars, which he said would surprise me* They
certainly did so, and I, who am used to such places
in other parts of the world, and have no illusions
regarding them, was astounded* Generally they
are dark, smelly, dirty, and filled with those whose
sole aim in life is to ravish your pocket as easily and
expeditiously as possible* In Tunis the bazaars are
dean, airy> not unduly smelly (it was certainly win-
ter), and only one person accosted me with success*
Shops, large and small, lined the narrow alleys
which rose to a small hill at the back of the city,
and in them were fascinating things, and even I>